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rour Jewelry of a rellable house.
suniness

iability class.

It means a great deal to you to buy
The
Is based on confidence and
sur forty-eight years of square dealing
nave placed us at the head of the re-

Everything in diamonds, watches
tliver tableware, clocks and optical
goods. .

All Hallows
=College=

SALT LAKE CITY

BOARDING AND DAY
SCHOOL FOR BOYS

Class begins Wednesday, September 8.
Classical, Scientific and Commercial
courses. Special department for little
boys, under the care of a trained
teacher. Gymnasium and Military Drill
under the direction of special instructors.

For terms and information, apply te

Very Rev. J. J. Guinan, 5. M.,
President.

HARRY J. ROBINSON
ATTORNEY AT LAW
304-308 Judge Bullding, Salt Lake City

Gems of Thought Lost Forever.

Mr. Jiogle suddenly turned back his
cuff and wrote upon It. It happened
in an Interval of the passing the
champagne,

“Do you often take notes In that
way?" asked a woman who set by him,
much Interested.

“Often,” the poet returned, “but the
trouble of it Is that when I read It
over the next day I can't for the life
of me make out what the notes are
that 1 meant to take, Then the shirt
goes Into the wash and there's an end
of It What's the use, anyway?' as
the walter agaln passed the tall glass
of champagne Into his outstretched
hand.

“True,” the woman assented, guiet
ly. “What's the use?”

Slang.

Blang words and phrases are plo
neers of the language to be, Bome of
these ploneers dle on the plains, not
virlle enough to cross the centuries, and
the purists rot with them. The really
apt slang words Inherit the earth, the
people and the dictlonarles,

They are born on the athletie fleld
or In the stress of erowded life, where
short cut speech ls a4 necessity. You
find them first In the yellow journals
and the mouths of babes.

If you are responsible for any of the
babes you have to be a purist pro tem,
Don’t fret too hard! You are merely
hearing language in the making. Ten
years seitles a word in the dictlonary
—or in oblivion—From the Nautllus

His Life Was Too Monotonous.

“You need a change, sald the phy-
slelan,

“In what way, Doc?"

“Your life is altogether too monoto-
sous.”

“You surprise me

“It's true, Any man who desn't
get into bed until morning and then
gets up In the mornlug, too, is leading
o monotonous @ Il_ff«_‘___’

One of Life's Sad Facts.

Pay days come and pay days go, but

bills go on forever

Pig Errantry.

The report of the cattle market
committee presented at Colchester
town couneil the other day contained
an item as to a pig starving, followed
by “Resolved, That the town clerk
communicate with the offender, warn
ing him agalnst committing any of-
fense In future,” It was touching to
hear that penitent animal giving Its

word of honor that nothing of the
gort shoul¢d occur again—London
Globe.

True Love.

There is but one mate for each man
and woman in the world and until
they recognize the fact and lenrn with
patlence to awalt the note of nbsolute
conviction which Is the one infallible
guide to happiness, marringes will fall
ag they fall now and the chure h will
glve its empty Dblessing to those 1ll-
assorted pairs whom God forever
leaves unblessed —Exchange.

Pertinent Observatlon.
“Some men,” says Hans, the baker's
boy, "vas always Mke der keyhole op
der back of a clock They vas behint
time.”
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8YNOPSIS.

Three girls — Eligabeth, Gabrielle and
Elise—started for Canada to spend the
summer there, On board steamer they
were frightened by an apparently dement-
ed stranger, who, finding a bag belonging
lo one of them, took enjoyment In scra-
tinizing o photo of the trio, Elise shared
her stutercom with a Mres, Grahiam, also
bound for Canada., The vyoung women on
i mightseelng tour met Mrs. Graliam,
anxlously swalting her husband, who had
u manin for salling, They were intro-
duced to Lord Wilfrid and Lady Edith,
A cottnge by the ocean was ronled by
the trlo for the summer, Eligabeth
lemrned that a friend of her father's was
to call. Two men called, one of them
belng the gueer-acting stranger on the
steamer, The girls were “not at home,"
but discovered by the cards left that one
of the men wuas Elisabeth's father's
friend. The men proved to be John C.
Blake and Gordon Hennett, A wisgp of
vellow hulr from Mr, Graham's pockel
fell Into the hands of Elise. re. Gra-
ham's halr was bluck, Lady Edith teld
the girls of a robbery of jowels nt the
hotel. Fearing for the safety of hor own
goems, she left them In & safe at the cot-
tage, Mr. Gordon Bennett was properly
Introduced, explained his qllhnt netlons,
returned the lost bag and told of mysteri-
ous doings of & year before connocted
with the cottnge Exploring the cellar,
one of the girls found a sphinxg cuff-but-
ton, the exact counterpart of which both
Gordon Bennett and Lady HEdith  were
found to posscas, alao Ellge, aulone, ex-
plored the cellar, overhearing a conver-
sation there between Mary Anne and a

man, He proved to be her son, charged
with murder. The young wormen agreed
to keep the secret Lady Edith told a

story of & lost love in connection with
the sphinx key Elise and Gordon Bone
nett discovered Lady Edith and My, Gra-
boam, the latter displaylng a marvelous
barltone voloe

CHAPTER X.—~Continued

Lady Hdith rested her chin on her
hand and thought a while. My, Blake
and Mr. Graham gazed at the lovely
face grown suddenly serious as she
pondered the gquestion, and | knew that
Gordon Hennett forgot my very exls-
tence as he leined forward awalting
her reply

“It 1a hard for me to reallze,” she
pafd slowly, “never having beon
templed.”

“How can any one know what he

would do until the time comes?” inter-
rupted Mr. Graham, “as to ylelding to
an lmpulse—well, why are we given
Impulsges If not to obey them?”

“lsn't that rather a dangerous
theory ™
_Lady Edith laughed as she spoke,

volca, and she glanced Involuntarily

.
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but there was a note of anxiely in Her

at her brother, who still malntained
his sulky sllence,

“A very dangerous
marked Mr. Bennett;
to our discussion. Smuggling s a
hazardous business, Lady Edith, and it
requires some courage, loo, for one
practically takes his lUfe in his bands,
especlally stormy nights when the sea
rung high *

“Yes," ejaculated
“yasg!"

“Oh,

theory," re
“but to return

Mrs., Graham;
1 don't know,” sald her
band, “it has its compensations. One
lives, you know—lives, Think of a
night, out there, with the waves moun-
tains high—a stiff wind, and raining,

hus-

perhaps, Black sky, black water,
black everything, and the uncertainty
about landing your cargo safely.

Then the sall back again triumphant
and exulting—you and the elements
alone together, Can't von taste the
salt apray? Can't vou feel the Imul
cut through the water? Can't you—

“Harry!"

He paused abruptly
his wile,

“1 beg your pardon, Jullet,” he said
very gently, “l quite forgot your
aversion to the water or | wouldn't
have let myself go.”

As Ellzabeth often Inslsted, there
were nlee things about Mr, Graham
after all. His patience with his wife's
viigaries were certainly most eom-
| mendable, yet 1 found myself reaching
|uu| after her hand as though I under
| stood and sympathized with her strange
attitunde—which | eertainly did not

Meanwhile the lttle bogt salled on,
and whether it earried a smuggler
with his ill-gotten spolls or my treas
uraes from the Land of Dreams we
never knew, for It slipped away Into
the darkness as quietly as it
emerged. 1 felt as though 1 had lost
something very valuable as | looked
out over the empty water and the en-
suing silence bronght me no vaguely
blissful dreams, but rather a sense of
uneasiness and Impending danger.

Our fire had burned itself away lnto
a bed of embers, where charred bits
of wood occtasionally sent forth feeble
“Manies as the wight-wind -brought them
renewed life. The moon climbed high

and

turned 10

had |

In the heavens as we sat lstening to
the waves wash over the rocks, while
the embers glowed and paled and
glowad agaln In Indignant  protest
against thelr relegation to the ashes

of the past.
Presently Lady Edith turned to
Graham. “Sing.” she sald.

And Harry Graham obeyed without
gelf<conselous demnr., Looking up at
the rock where she sat with Ellzabeth,
he gmiled and removed his cap.

I it will glve you pleasure,” he
sald, guite slmply.

She made a gesture of assent and
ufter a moment's sllegee he began to
sging, softly at first, then his volce
gradually attained its full compass. |
have never hewrd a volee just like
Harry Graham's—go strong and yet
|Hn sweet, It had a wonderful depth

| of 1enderness about I8 too, and we
1I!utt*nml entranced, unwilling to lose
ia note or o word of his song, which
| wig guite unfamiliar to me at least.

| Out of the purple diatance,
Over the surging sea,

Borne on the winds of heaven
Comelh a1 Volee (o me;

Bee how the white gull resteth
Low o'er the tossing spray

Pousing awhile 1o lsten
Before It Ia up and away!

OQ'er the trackless waste of walers
' Whaere nameless thousands sleep,
From the renlin of endleas silence,
Cometh the Volee af the Deep;
Haurk, to the whispering water
Bringing a1 messuge o me,
“Child of the resilesas ocean,
Thy destiny walin for thee'*

Where the farv-awny dim forizon
Touches the mist-bound ses,
There lleth an Unknown Kingdom
With Its gates ajar for me;
And, o, ke the gull, I'm resting
AL pence o'er the tossing foam,
Just walting, listening, longing,
For the Volee to call me home,

“Don't! Oh, Harry, don't."

Mrs. Graham had risen and was
gazing at her husband with widely
dilated eyes and arms extended. It
wiks & cry of Irrepressible suffering,
apparently wrung from her agalnst
her will,

I reached her first, being nearest,
and as/1 slipped my arm through hers
I found that she was trembling and
very cold.

Mr. Grabham had reached his wife
almost as soon as |1 had and his volee
was filled with genuine solleitude.

“Why, you're cold,” he continued,
“awfully cold, vour lips are quite
blue and trembling. This night alr

has been too much for you, as you
feared. 1'm sorry I urged you to come,
but 1 thought you would enjoy it."”

She clung to him, oblivious of our
presence,

“Take me home, 1 must go home."”
“And so you shall.”

He spoke gently, as one calms a
| frightened ~ehild, and still retaining
hey hand turned to Elizabeth,

“I'm really very sorry, but we must
go home. It has been an awfully Jolly
evening, Mrs, Graham s a bit un-
strung, she's not strong, you Kknow;
I shouldn't have allowed her to stay
out so long in the night air., And of
course | shouldn't have sung."

We murmured polite, if slightly in-
coherent, regrets and tried to look as
though nothing surprising had hap-
penad, but | think we were all relleved
when the Grabhams finally departed,
As we wiatched their retreating fig-
ures gradually grow smaller in the
distance, Gabrielle voleed the question
that trembled on my lips,

“Why shouldn't he sing?"

Nobody was ready with an appro-
priate reply, for it really did seem as
though one endowed with so enviable
a girt should be permitted to use it at
will.

I shivered a little,
longer sent out any heat, and the
wind from the ocean had suddénly
grown damp and chill. Lady Edith
also shivered and drew her cloak
closely about her,

“1 think we, too, must go," she sald;
“1 am sorry the evening has ended. 1t
has been very delightful, and | shall
always remember (t."

“1 should suppose
would remember it also,”
Gabrielle, “but I don't
tlnnu,h! it delightful.”

We were gathering up
preparatory to going home as she
apoke, and Mr, Blake had just taken
| possession of the shawl spread upon
the rock where Ellzabeth had been sit
| tlns, when she uttered an exclamation.

“My ring! It Is gone—my ruby
ring."”

This ring was KElizabeth's dearest
possegsion and the pride of her heart,
It was o marguise, formed of seven
| rubles surrounded by diamonds, and
as all of the stones were unusually
good It was really very valuable, We
wera aghast at the catastrophe and
hastened to help her look for it

‘It can’t be gone," exclalmed Gabri-
clle, turning over sticks and stones
susplelonsly; "It must be here."
| “It was too loose; | should not have
worn t. 1 must hav  olled Into the
witer and 1 shall ne sea it again.” |
Ellzabeth spoke In | hushed tone
in which one refers to those recently
removed by death,

“Don't feel thar way about it," sald
Lord Wilfrid, roused at last: "I am
quite sure we will finy 't, Let's see—
vou sat here with Edith, and Graham
and Mr. Blake just below., It might

for the embers no

Mrs. Graham
remarked
belleve she
our Wwraps

have enught In the fringe of the « hawl.
Perhaps  Mr. Blake —will- - «ladly | .
shake It
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My,
Usalens also was the ensuing seareon
of the rocks, although they were gone
over Inch by inch, the men lighting
mitehes to examine dark crevices
while we serulinized the most im-
probable places and tried to peer into
the rapidly riging water,

At Inst we gave It up and prepared
to go home, each In turn assuring Ellz-
abeth that when morning came she
would surely find her ring, but never-
theless secrotly cun\rlnoed that It was
Irrevoonhly gone,

“I've had a good time, barring the
laat half hour,” sald Gordon Bennett,
a8 he took my shawl; “have you?"

“I don't know what Elizabeth will
ever do without her ring,” was my
evasive reply.

“Give her another. The jewels yuur
ship is bringing you are far more val
nable—"

“Nonsense," [ Interrupted. “Can’t
you see that she Is unhappy and wae
are all worrled?"

“Please don't worry,” he sald; “to-
morrow morning bright and early I'll
have another look at the rocks. I'm
rather a good prophet and something
tells me she will get it again. If I
can't find it I''l got a diver and see
what he can do. But | don't think we
will meed him, for when daylight
comes It will probably be discovered
exactly where she dropped It. Any-
way, there Is no use glving up a thing
a8 lost untll every possible means of
finding it is exhausted. You won't
worry, will you?"

These . practical suggestions were
very cheering and I turned to repeat
them to Ellzabeth. She was saying
good-night to the Campbells, who had
declded to return to the hotel along
the shore. To my surprise 1 heard
Lady Edith also suggesting the serv-
lces of a dlver,

“They nre quite wonderful, you
know,” she was saying, “and all sorts
of things have been recovered from
the ocean.”

“Yes," added Lord Wilfrid, “we will
all have another look to-morrow, and
If it I8 not to be found by daylight 1
know of an expert diver. However,
I'm sure when the tide goes out it will
be left among the rocks."

S0 by degrees our guests departed
and we returned to the cottage, rath-
er depressed and Inclined to consider
the evening a fallure.

Mary Anne met us, holding the door
hospitably open and smiling expan:
slvely,

“Well," she remarked, “and did you
‘ave a good time? And didn't 1 ‘ave
a good supper?”

We told her shout Elizabeth's loss
and she listened in sllence. But her
ruddy face grew serlous and her jaw
dropped, as we described our search
among the rocks and our theory that
the ring had dropped into the sea.

“Tioat, s 1t?" she sald at last; “don't
vou fret, Miss Ellzabeth, dear. 1 know
them rocks inch by ineh, and U'll ‘ave
a look meself, so 1 will, Jest go to
sleap and rest ensy now.”

We were glad to follow this sensible
advice, but | think we all were somae
time in getting to sleep. 1 found my-
self thinking of Mrs. Graham, rather
than the lost ring, and wondering
vaguely why she did not like to hear
her husband sing, The puzzle was too
much for me, and 1 was Just slipping
into a bllssful state of unconsclous-
ness when | thought 1 heard a step
under my window,

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

LONG WARS DUE TO WHISKERS.

Trivial Incident Led to Three Hun-
dred Years of Fighting.

For ages beards were the delight of

anclent beauties. The sight of a
shaved chin exclted sentiments of hor-
ror and aversion. To obey the injunec-
tions of his bishops, Louis VII. of
France cropped his hair a la pompa-
dour aud shaved off his luxuriant
whiskers, Eleanor of Aquitane, his
consort, found him with this uncom-
mon appearance very ridiculous and
very contemptible, 8She revenged her-
self by becoming something moroe than
i coquette. The king obtalned a di-
vorce. Bhe then married the count of
Anjou, who shortly afterward ascend-
ed the French throne, and gave him
as her marriage dower the rieh prov-
inces of Polton and Gulenne, and
this was the orilgin of those wars
which for 200 years ravaged France
and which ¢ost the French nation
4,000,000 men, All of which, probably,
had never taken place If Louls VIIL
had not been so rash as to shave off
his whiskers, by which he made him-
sell so disgusting to the falr Eleanor,

Doctor Not Needed.

“l1 got an awfully funny note once
from Gen. ——, an Irlsh-American on
the stall of Gov, ——" sald Dr, Bhack-
elforth. "His wife was taken with a
sudden lndisposition, bhe summoned
his servant and bade him get the
buggy ready to come for me. By the
time the horse was hitehed up and the
general had written me a note his
wile recovered. DPut he sent the note
anyway, with a postserip,

"My Dear Doctor: I wish you
would hurry around this way as fast
a8 you can. My wife I8 desperately
L Jump into my buggy and come
dlong. Don't let anything stop you.
“IP. B.—My wife having recovered,
you need not come,'”

Blake complied without resuls




